i68          LIFE ON THE STAGE
But on the old gentleman went: "And, Ellen, my dear, look at this girl here — just look at her. She found him for me, and I said, who is he — and she up and said — Ellen, are you listening? — said she,' It's Lord Byron!' "
"Did she now?" exclaimed Mrs. Kean, with pleased
eyes.
But I was getting mad, and I snapped a bit, I'm afraid, when I said: " Well, I don't know who it is, but it does look like Byron — I'll leave it to anyone in the company if it doesn't!"
" Listen to her, Ellen! Hang me if she's not getting hot about it, too!" Then he came over to me, and in the gravest, gentlest tone said, " It is like Byron, my girl, but it is not him — you found the picture of my beloved and great father, Edmund Kean," and he kissed me gently on the forehead, and said, " Thank you — thank you! " and as Mrs. Kean came over and put her arm about me and repeated the kiss and thanks, Charles snuffled most distinctly from the corner where he was folding his precious miniature within a silk handkerchief.
They were both at their very best in the tragedy of " Henry VIII." Mr. Kean's Wolsey was an impressive piece of work, and to the eye he was as true a Cardinal as ever shared in an Ecumenical Council in Catholic Rome, or hastened to private audience at the Vatican with the Pope himself; and his superb robes, his priestly splendor had nothing about them that was imitation. Everything was real — the silks, the jewelled cross and ring, and as to the lace, I gasped for breath with sheer astonishment. Never had I seen, even in a picture, anything to suggest the exquisite beauty of that ancient web. Full thirty inches deep, the yellowing wonder fell over the glowing cardinal-red beneath it I cannot remember how many thousands of dollars they had gladly given for it to the sisters of the tottering old convent in the hills, where it had been created long ago; and though it seemed so fragily frail and useless a thing, yet had it proved strong enough to prop up the leaning walls of